THE BOY IN THE GIRL£ SCHOOL
her position as sister to three Emigres was sufficiently balanced by that of wife to one of the country's defenders to ensure her against inconvenience, decided to leave home for a time. Like many others, as she has since told me, she was convinced that a few months would see the end of the disturbances. She determined to go to Eennes. One of her uncles, who had formerly served in the Penthi&vre regiment of foot, had on leaving the service married the widow of a member of the parliament of that city. With.her my mother proposed to stay, taking me with her; but at the moment of starting I was attacked with painful boils, which made me too ill to travel so far. I was therefore left in charge of a friend— Mile. Mongalvi, the mistress of a small girls' school at Turenne, where my mother had been one of the first pupils. c A boy in a girls' school ?' you say. "Well, yes; but you must observe that I was a very quiet and obedient child, and only eight years old. The young ladies, who were mostly between sixteen and twenty, petted me to their hearts' content; and my only regret was that my stay among them would, as I imagined, be but of short duration. As it turned out, I remained there for four years,
My mother reached her uncle's house at Rennes with the • intention of staying two or three months. Public events followed with rapidity. The Terror bathed France in blood, and civil war broke out in Brittany and Vendee. Travelling in those parts became impossible. My father was still with the army in the Pyrenees and in Spain, having been promoted to the rank of general of division. The end of it was that my mother remained at Eennes for several years also.
Long afterwards, when I read how ' Vert-Vert' lived among the Visitandines of Nevers, I said, i That is myself in the ladies' school at Turenne.' Like the parrot, I was spoilt by mistresses and scholars as much as any child could be. I had only to wish in order to get; nothing was good enough for me. I became perfectly healthy; my complexion was clear and fresh; and the young ladies contended for the privilege of kissing me and tending me. When we played prisoner's base I was allowed always to catch, never to beeds, and pointed out that her
